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FADE IN:

INT. NOKIA THEATRE - NIGHT (2010)

A massive, grand theatre. Thousands of well-dressed people 
sit in the audience.

The stage is dramatically lit. Smoke rises around a double-
sided piano with severed hands reaching out of it. On one 
side, SIR ELTON JOHN; on the other, LADY GAGA (23), her hair 
in disarray and her face smudged beyond recognition.

LADY GAGA
(singing)

So speechless, yeah...

CLOSE on Gaga’s face as she sings. They bang out the last few 
notes, and the lights SLAM OUT. 

For a moment, all we hear is the amplified sound of Gaga 
BREATHING HEAVILY, and then --

The crowd erupts in APPLAUSE.

INT. NOKIA THEATRE - BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Bright lights swallow up the darkness as Gaga flings the 
curtains aside and strides off stage. The hustle and bustle 
of a busy awards show normalizes the setting. PAs and stage 
technicians run from place to place, talking intently into 
their mouthpieces. No one acknowledges Gaga.

Elton John pats Gaga’s shoulder as he passes.

ELTON
You were lovely, as always.

GAGA
And you, Sir Elton John.

ELTON
Just Elton, please. Until we meet 
again, Gaga.

They part ways. Gaga heads for her dressing room. Her PA, 
ANDREA, notices and hurries over. She hands Gaga her phone.

ANDREA
You have a call.

GAGA
I need some time alone right now.



ANDREA
It’s you-know-who.

Gaga flinches. She takes the call.

GAGA
Baby, you’re not seriously going to 
do this, are you?

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
Prepare your legal team, Stefani. 
I’m going to get every penny of 
what I deserve back.

We hold on Gaga’s devastated expression and DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MIDDLE SCHOOL - DAY (1998)

SUPER: New York, Upper East Side, 1998

STEFANI GERMANOTTA (13) sits on a grassy hill with best 
friend, the nerdy JOHNNY (13). Underwhelmingly plain, Stefani 
hasn’t yet grown into her Gaga persona. She’s the kind of 
prep school, upper class girl who still lets her mom buy her 
clothes.

STEFANI
I think he likes me.

Johnny follows Stefani’s gaze to the blond, blue-eyed JAMIE 
(13), who’s playing soccer with his macho-looking friends.

JOHNNY
I dunno about that.

STEFANI
Why? What’s wrong with me?

JOHNNY
Nothing, Stef, you’re just... you, 
and he’s. You know.

The soccer ball flies in their direction, nearly hitting 
Johnny in the head. He rolls his eyes and retrieves it. The 
soccer boys jog over.

BOY 1
Gross, Johnny touched it.

JAMIE
Keep it, fag. We don’t want your 
germs all over our ball.
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They nudge each other and laugh meanly.

STEFANI
You guys are really mature.

Jamie sneers at Stefani.

JAMIE
Weirdos stick together.

Stefani turns her nose up at them. She hides her hurt well.

INT. GERMANOTTA RESIDENCE - NIGHT

A suburban kitchen, complete with a sun roof and an island 
with black marble countertops. 

Stefani’s parents, JOSEPH (50s) and CYNTHIA (40s), sit at the 
dining table. Both are well-dressed second generation Italian 
Americans who climbed the corporate ladder against all odds.

Joseph sits at his laptop typing away, while Cynthia reads 
the newspaper.

Suddenly, someone down the hall starts banging away at a 
piano. Cynthia looks up.

CYNTHIA
Stefani?

The playing pauses for a beat, then picks up again. It’s 
uncoordinated, untrained, but somehow compelling all the 
same. Cynthia and Joseph exchange glances, then stand up and 
go over to investigate.

Stefani is in the living room, kneeling on the piano bench 
and playing her heart out. She’s CRYING.

Cynthia starts forward, but Joseph stops her.

JOSEPH
Let her play.

They listen for a while as the melody Stefani’s playing 
crests, suspended by a flurry of notes.

The stairs creak behind them. Stefani’s younger sister, 
NATALI (5), a tiny, wide-eyed replica of Stefani, wanders 
over, looking awed.

NATALI
Is that Stef? She’s so good!
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The piano playing crashes into silence. Natali disappears 
into the room.

NATALI (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Can you teach me?

STEFANI (O.S.)
I don’t know, I wasn’t thinking 
about it.

Joseph and Cynthia quietly return to the kitchen.

CYNTHIA
Should we give her music lessons 
another try?

JOSEPH
No, she’ll quit again. She’s a 
natural musician; she doesn’t need 
other people to help her hone her 
talent.

CYNTHIA
Joe, with proper training...

JOSEPH
Let her focus on school for now. If 
she wants to start taking lessons 
again, she’ll let us know.

But he looks troubled as he considers the possibility that 
they’re letting something remarkable slip away.

INT. SCHOOL THEATRE - BACKSTAGE - DAY (2002)

Stefani, now 17, waits in the stage wings at the front of a 
line of other girls. Someone off-screen is singing 
“Adelaide’s Lament” from Guys and Dolls, badly.

The other girls waiting to audition ignore Stefani, chatting 
amongst themselves about boys and their last auditions.

The singing stops. After a few seconds of silence, the same 
girl bursts out crying.

DRAMA TEACHER (O.S.)
Stefani Germanotta!

Stefani adjusts her cascade of blonde curls and walks out 
onto --
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INT. SCHOOL THEATRE - STAGE - CONTINUOUS

A single spotlight shines on the center of the floor. MRS. 
LANE (50s), a willowy woman with grey hair in a severe bun, 
sits in the front row, looking tired.

Stefani steps into the spotlight, shielding her eyes against 
the glare. She feels out of her element.

STEFANI
Hi. I’m Stefani. I’m auditioning 
for the part of Adelaide.

MRS. LANE
Go on, then.

She doesn’t sound hopeful.

Stefani takes a deep breath, opens her mouth and --

INT. SCHOOL THEATRE - STAGE - ANOTHER NIGHT

Stefani on stage passionately singing the part of Adelaide in 
Guys and Dolls. Dramatically made up, she’s been transformed 
into a star. She soaks up the spotlight.

STEFANI’S POV

The audience consists of well-dressed gentlemen and ladies, 
sipping wine and nodding their approval as she belts out her 
song. 

REAL LIFE

Is not as forgiving. Sadly, the audience members are mere 
parents, many of whom look startled by Stefani’s enthusiasm.

INT. DRESSING ROOM - LATER

Stefani enters the dressing room, tying her hair up in a 
ponytail. The other girls are already sitting in clusters, 
giggling and gossiping while they wipe off their make-up.

Stefani’s eyes dart around the room, searching for an empty 
mirror. She finds one in the corner, takes it.

MRS. LANE (O.S.)
Wonderful job, class!

The girls obediently swivel around in their seats to face 
her.
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MRS. LANE (CONT’D)
I know we’re all tempted to 
celebrate, but we have less than 
three months until our next show, 
which means we need to get 
cracking. If anyone has ideas, 
please let me know. 

GIRL 1
How about Hairspray?

GIRL 2
I call Penny!

STEFANI
What about RENT?

The girls fall silent, exchange looks.

GIRL 1
Isn’t that about AIDs?

Mrs. Lane clears her throat uncomfortably.

MRS. LANE
Stefani, a word?

She steers a crestfallen Stefani into a quiet corner.

STEFANI
What’s wrong with RENT?

MRS. LANE
Nothing. It’s just not appropriate 
for this environment.

STEFANI
Why, because it has gay people in 
it?

MRS. LANE
Stefani, take a look at your 
surroundings. The school board 
would be furious if they found out.

She’s genuinely apologetic. Stefani wants to protest, but one 
look at the other girls silences her.

MRS. LANE (CONT’D)
Don’t let those girls get to you. 
One day you’ll make a fine Mimi.

Defeated, Stefani returns to her seat and starts wiping off 
mascara. 
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She hears a nearby giggle and stops, staring in the mirror. 
Behind her, a group of girls watch her. They quickly avert 
their eyes.

Stefani blinks, and suddenly we’re in her mind.

STEFANI’S POV

The girls in the mirror bare their teeth and make rabbit 
noises. The room swims.

Stefani panics and jumps up, knocking her makeup bag over. 
She swipes at the pencils and brushes, grabbing a few before 
dashing out the door.

INT. STEFANI’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The contrast in Stefani’s room is startling. Her walls are 
plastered with posters of musicals and culture icons, 
including the Beatles and Joan Jett, but the bed and dresser 
are pink and embarrassingly girly.

Stefani lies on the floor, scribbling song lyrics in a spiral 
notebook.

A KNOCK on the door.

STEFANI
Come in.

Joseph enters holding a letter.

JOSEPH
This came in the mail for you.

(beat)
You were great in the play today.

STEFANI
Musical. It was a musical. I’m a 
singer, not an actress.

JOSEPH
Right, of course.

He waves the envelope, trying to catch Stefani’s attention.

JOSEPH (CONT’D)
It’s from Dartmouth.

STEFANI
Leave it on the nightstand.
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JOSEPH
Don’t you want to know?

STEFANI
Daddy, I’m going to NYU.

Joseph drops his affected playfulness and enters Serious 
Father mode.

JOSEPH
Stefani, in ten years, you’re --

STEFANI
In ten years I’m going to be 
another sheltered rich girl if I go 
to Dartmouth. I need perspective, 
Daddy.

JOSEPH
You’re not going to get that 
writing your songs.

Stefani slams her notebook shut.

STEFANI
That was really hurtful. Are you 
done?

He’s hit a wall. Shaking his head, Joseph leaves without 
another word.

INT. NOKIA THEATRE - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT (2010)

Gaga stares blankly into her dressing room mirror, oblivious 
to the hundred or so hands wiping off make-up, removing false 
lashes, undoing hair extensions.

Her phone is on the table, on speaker.

GAGA
You told me you loved me.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Love doesn’t last forever, Stef.

GAGA
I thought we would.

INT. FRAT HOUSE - NIGHT (2004)

SUPER: New York University, 2004
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Obnoxious rap music playing, skimpily dressed girls dancing 
with frat boys. Alcohol abounds.

At 19, Stefani has changed a little -- she’s dyed her hair 
black, started wearing oversized overalls and wifebeaters. 
But she still carries an air of naivete about her as she 
stands by the bar awkwardly with a BLONDE GIRLFRIEND, 
tentatively sipping her drink.

BLONDIE
I’m gonna go meet up with my 
friend. Wanna come?

STEFANI
I should go back and work on my 
paper...

Blondie shrugs and takes off across the room. After a moment 
of hesitation, Stefani follows her friend. The crowd knocks 
her around, and she bumps into someone else, spilling alcohol 
all over her feet.

DARREN (22), well-groomed and confident with perfect hair, 
grabs her arms, steadying her.

DARREN
Sorry!

STEFANI
No, it was my fault. 

DARREN
Hey, I know you! Stefani, right?

Stefani blinks up at him. She doesn’t recognise him.

DARREN (CONT’D)
We have Lit 450 together.

She smiles, confused as to why he’s talking to her. She 
starts after her friend, but he stops her.

DARREN (CONT’D)
Wanna dance?

INT. DORM ROOM - NIGHT

The door to Stefani’s dorm room flies open. We get a glimpse 
of the same John Lennon poster that used to be on her wall at 
home over her bed before Stefani and Darren stumble in, 
making out.
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They tumble onto Stefani’s bed, hands all over each other. 
Stefani hesitates. This is unfamiliar territory for her.

Darren feels her tense up. He pulls back.

DARREN
Are you okay?

Stefani searches his face, instinctively trusts him.

STEFANI
I’ve never. Um.

Beat.

DARREN
Oh. Shit, sorry, I didn’t know. We 
don’t have to... we could just 
talk.

He’s a little too drunk to be dealing with this right now. 
She’s too sober.

STEFANI
I’m sure you could find another 
girl if you went back.

DARREN
I don’t pick up random girls. This 
is gonna sound weird, but I saw you 
in RENT last semester. My best 
friend was Collins, but I couldn’t 
keep my eyes off you.

(beat)
I swear I’m not stalking you.

STEFANI
I wouldn’t mind. I’ve never had a 
stalker before.

Darren studies her. She’s completely serious.

DARREN
Want to grab some air?

She smiles, relieved, and nods.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Darren holds the door open for Stefani as she emerges onto 
the rooftop of her dorm. The wind whistles past them, but 
it’s a clear night, with a smattering of stars visible 
through the city smog.
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They walk to the edge of the roof.

DARREN
Someone jumped off here my senior 
year.

STEFANI
You’re very morbid.

DARREN
I wasn’t the one who did it.

Stefani crouches down, hugs her knees for warmth.

STEFANI
So who are you, Darren?

DARREN
Entertainment law student. Born and 
raised in San Diego.

STEFANI
California must be nice.

DARREN
Not so much. What about you? What 
do you want to do?

STEFANI
Music.

She smiles, eyes sliding out of focus as she gazes into the 
distance, imagining the world below is her audience.

He crouches down beside her.

DARREN
Good. I would see you on Broadway, 
buy your album, whatever you want 
to do.

STEFANI
I’m sorry about earlier. I freaked 
out. I’ve just always thought of 
sex as something romantic. Making 
love, you know? Is that naive?

DARREN
You’re not the only one.

She looks up, meeting his eyes. It’s surprisingly 
comfortable. They smile.
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STEFANI
I have rehearsal tomorrow at 3, if 
you want to come watch.

DARREN
I’ll be there.

INT. STEFANI’S DORM - LATER

Stefani flops down on the bed, grinning blissfully. After a 
beat, she rolls over, flips open her laptop, and starts 
blasting the Clash.

She picks up a class textbook from the floor and flips 
through it half-heartedly, then tosses away and starts 
singing along to the music at the top of her lungs.

INT. SCHOOL THEATRE - DAY

Rehearsal for a production of My Fair Lady. Stef is dressed 
in drabby clothes for the lead role of Eliza Doolittle, but 
she’s not singing -- she’s arguing with the DIRECTOR, a mousy-
looking teenage boy.

STEFANI
She’s not going to run into his 
arms when he’s made it clear his 
career is more important than her! 
Did you even watch the original 
musical?

DIRECTOR
Stef, just calm down. The writers 
and I agreed on this. Let’s take a 
break.

Stefani rips off her wig and storms off stage. She passes a 
few crew members in the wings. They shoot her disapproving 
looks.

STEFANI
What?

CREW 1
They already gave you that solo. 
Can’t you just drop it?

STEFANI
I’m trying to improve the script!

CREW 2
Well, don’t. You’re not the only 
one who wants to play Eliza.
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Stefani falters, then pushes past them, squeezing back tears. 
She runs into Darren halfway to the exit, and stops short, 
hurriedly wiping her face.

STEFANI
Sorry you had to see that.

DARREN
No worries. You had a valid point.

He produces a rose out of his bag.

DARREN (CONT’D)
(dramatically)

For you, my fair lady.

STEFANI
Oh -- really? Thank you.

She carefully tucks the gift away. They start walking 
together.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
They’re right. I shouldn’t have 
said anything. I’m just tired of 
feeling like I don’t have a voice. 

DARREN
Well, you do. A really fantastic 
one. You just need to find the 
right channel for you to get it 
out. When’s your opening night?

STEFANI
In a month and a half, if they can 
get their act together.

DARREN
I’m invited, right?

As they emerge into...

EXT. EMPTY HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Stefani stops and turns to him, serious. He takes the 
opportunity to pull her close.

STEFANI
Do you really want to come?

DARREN
I would have gone even before last 
night.
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They hold gazes for a long time before he finally kisses her. 
She’s pliant in his arms, enjoying the slow, leisurely pace 
of the kiss. He tightens his hold on her waist, crushing her 
to him. She pulls away, breathless.

STEFANI
I might be bad.

DARREN
I don’t care.

INT. STEFANI’S DORM - LATER

They’re on Stefani’s bed, kissing languidly. He slides a hand 
up her shirt and she arches into him. It’s clear where this 
is headed.

INT. STEFANI’S DORM - EVEN LATER

Stefani and Darren lie side by side, disheveled and glowing. 
She stares up at the ceiling, eyes wide. He watches her.

DARREN
Are you okay?

Beat. Stefani bursts out in delighted laughter, rolls over, 
and pulls him in for a kiss.

EXT. GERMANOTTA RESIDENCE - DAY

Stefani pulls up in the driveway in her beaten car. She hauls 
a straining laundry bag out of the trunk and drags it inside.

Natali, now 11 and looking like an edgier version of her 
sister, is in the living room, using a sewing machine to 
stitch together a dress. She turns it off, brightening at the 
sight of her sister.

STEFANI
Can I see?

Natali holds the dress up. It’s clumsy, a little misshapen -- 
exactly what you’d expect from an 11-year-old. But there are 
hints of talent in the quirky cut and bold stitches.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
I love it! Where’s mom?

NATALI
Work. She said to leave your 
laundry by the door.
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Stefani tosses the bag down the hall and settles down on the 
floor next to Natali. They bend their heads together like co-
conspirators.

STEFANI
Guess what? I’m dating a boy.

NATALI
Really? Did you have sex with him?

STEFANI
Nat! Where’d you learn that?

Natalie grins wickedly.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
Fine, yes, I did.

NATALI
What was it like?

STEFANI
I’m not telling you that.

She points at a portrait of the Virgin Mary hanging over the 
fireplace and brings her finger to her lips.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
She’s listening. She’ll tell Dad.

NATALI
She’s just jealous.

They share grins.

NATALI (CONT’D)
Tell me about this guy!

STEFANI
We’re really different...

Her response fades out as the sound of live music off screen 
grows louder as we move to:

INT. ON-CAMPUS BAR - NIGHT

Stefani and Darren sit in a booth in a tiny, dark bar. A 
grungy hipster band wails an epic ballad about lost love or 
something of the sort. Stefani is enthralled, while Darren 
sits back, grumpily glaring at the LEAD SINGER (21), a lanky, 
dashing British kid who’s shooting blatantly sexual looks at 
Stefani.
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DARREN
You can’t actually like them.

STEFANI
They have character! It’s called 
art, stupid.

DARREN
They’re not art. They’re a bunch of 
freshmen who got dumped by their 
high school girlfriends.

LEAD SINGER
Thanks, guys! Next up, R5!

The sparse audience claps politely. The lead singer slings 
his guitar over his back and hops off the stage. Stefani 
disentangles herself from Darren.

STEFANI
Let’s go talk to them!

She hurries after the band. The lead singer grins when he 
catches sight of Stefani approaching.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
You guys were amazing. I’m Stefani.

LEAD SINGER/MARC
Marc. Thanks for coming out 
tonight.

STEFANI
Of course! You guys are so 
talented.

Darren appears beside her. 

DARREN
Hey, are you ready to go?

STEFANI
Oh, Darren, this is Marc. Marc, my 
boyfriend Darren.

DARREN/MARC
Hi. / Pleasure.

An awkward silence. Stefani is oblivious.
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MARC
(to Stefani)

The boys and I’ve got another gig 
tomorrow night, if you’re 
interested.

He hands Stefani a flyer for a performance at a local bar. 
She glances at it, hesitates. 21 and over.

STEFANI
I’ll be there.

MARC
Brilliant. See you around, Stef.

He winks at her before walking away. Darren snatches the 
flyer out of her hand.

DARREN
How do you expect to get in?

STEFANI
I’ll figure it out. Do you want to 
come?

DARREN
No, thank you.

STEFANI
Suit yourself. Let’s go get another 
drink.

She walks away toward the bar without waiting for Darren’s 
answer.

INT. RELIGIOUS STUDIES CLASSROOM - DAY

Stefani slouches in her seat, half-dozing as PROFESSOR 
BRENNAN, a portly academic with a kind face, lectures on 
Virginia Woolf.

BRENNAN
Stefani, what do you think?

She snaps awake. Everyone looks at her expectantly.

STEFANI
Sorry, I don’t know.

Brennan nods, looking perplexed. Stefani slumps back, closing 
her eyes again.
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INT. RELIGIOUS STUDIES CLASSROOM - LATER

Stefani now listlessly surfing the internet.

The bustle of class letting out snaps her awake. She snaps 
her laptop shut, shoves it into her bag, and follows the 
crowd of students streaming out of the room, plucking her 
graded essay out of a TA’s hand on her way out.

Brennan stops her as she passes.

BRENNAN
Stefani, do you have a moment?

She glances out the door. Darren is waiting for her. He 
notices the professor and waves her questioning look away, 
mouthing, “I’ll see you later.”

STEFANI
Sure.

Brennan steers her away from the crowd of students. He puts 
on his half-moon glasses, looking very serious.

BRENNAN
About your paper...

STEFANI
I’m sorry, Professor, but five 
pages weren’t enough to explore the 
issue. If you wanted us to discuss 
religion, you shouldn’t have left 
the prompt so open-ended.

BRENNAN
No, not at all. I enjoyed your 
paper.

He smiles at her confused look. She double checks the grade 
just to be sure: A.

BRENNAN (CONT’D)
It was very insightful. I wanted to 
see if you’d consider joining a 
research study I’m conducting right 
now. I could use someone like you 
as an assistant.

Stefani wrinkles her nose, but says nothing.

BRENNAN (CONT’D)
It would be great for grad school.
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STEFANI
I’m not planning on going.

BRENNAN
Surely someone as bright as you --

STEFANI
Thanks, Professor, but I’m really 
busy this semester. I’ll let you 
know next year when I have more 
free time.

She rolls her paper up, stuffs it in her bag, and hurries out 
of the classroom.

EXT. CAMPUS - DAY

Stefani and Darren walk to lunch together, fingers entwined.

DARREN
What did your professor want?

STEFANI
He wanted to recruit me to his 
research team.

DARREN
Seriously? That’s great! What’ll 
you be doing?

STEFANI
I turned him down.

She avoids his gaze. He looks like he’s struggling to hold 
back a reprimand.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
I’m not an academic, Darren. I 
can’t be holed up in some lab. I 
need to live.

DARREN
Well, I guess I won’t be living 
much over the next few months. I 
just got an internship at Romano 
Law.

STEFANI
Oh -- Darren, I’m sorry. I didn’t 
mean it like that. That’s amazing!
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DARREN
They want me to join them at a big 
conference in Boston the first week 
of May. 

STEFANI
The weekend of my show?

DARREN
Shit, I totally forgot. Stef...

STEFANI
No, it’s fine! This is much more 
important. Go ahead. I don’t mind.

He smiles at her gratefully, but as they keep walking, she 
loosens her grip on his hand.

EXT. CAMPUS CAFETERIA - DAY

The cafeteria is bustling with students on their lunch 
breaks. Stefani waits in line to pay with a loaded tray.

She digs around in her pocket for money as she steps up to 
the cashier and pulls out a couple of bills and a crumpled 
flyer. She pays for her food and walks away, reading the 
flyer. It’s the advertisement for Marc’s show.

Stefani sits down at an empty table, still staring at the 
page. Finally she folds it and tucks it into her pocket.

EXT. BAR - NIGHT

A much classier establishment than the campus bar. Stefani 
walks up, dressed to impress, with thick liner and carefully 
tousled hair. The bouncer shoots her an unimpressed look.

BOUNCER
ID?

Stefani makes a show of fumbling around in her purse.

STEFANI
I must have left it at home.

He raises his eyebrows and doesn’t budge.

Just then, Marc and the two others in his band, FRANKIE 
FREDERICKS (23), flamboyant and gorgeous, and THAD (20), a 
hipster who looks perpetually stoned, swagger out of the club 
looking very pleased.
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Marc spots Stefani and points his cigarette at her.

MARC
Hey! I saw you the other night. 
What was your name again?

Stefani’s phone rings.

STEFANI
Stefani. I’m sorry, one second.

She picks up.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
Can I call you back?

INT. DORM ROOM - SAME TIME

Darren at his desk. A bottle of wine and two glasses sit 
untouched by his books. He frowns at the thumping beats 
coming from Stefani’s end.

DARREN
Where are you? I thought we were 
studying together at 10.

INTERCUT BETWEEN STEFANI AND DARREN

STEFANI
Can we reschedule?

DARREN
I have to prep this case for work.

STEFANI
Forget it, I’ll just wing the 
midterm.

DARREN
Stef, you’re failing the class.

STEFANI
Can you send me your study guide? 
Sorry -- I promise I’ll make it up 
to you!

Static-filled silence on Darren’s end of the line, then 
nothing when he hangs up.

Marc, Frankie and Thad watch her curiously.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
I think my boyfriend’s mad at me.
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MARC
Fuck him.

Murmurs of agreement. Stefani cracks a strained smile.

FRANKIE
Hey, we’re going back to Thad’s 
right now. Want to come with?

INT. THAD’S APARTMENT - DAY

A dimly lit flat, with peeling walls and stained curtains.

Stefani sits on the patchy carpet in a circle with Marc, 
Frankie, and Thad. One of them hands her a bottle of vodka. 
She takes a swig, winces, and passes it on.

Velvet Goldmine plays on mute in the background.

Frankie stretches his lanky body on the couch and reaches for 
ziploc bag full of joints.

FRANKIE
Anyone down to smoke?

Stefani looks around. Marc and Thad shrug.

FRANKIE (CONT’D)
Stef, wanna do the honors?

He plucks a joint out of the bag, hands it to Stef with a 
lighter. She looks at it, uncertain, then lights it. Inhales. 
Coughs violently.

Marc watches, amused.

MARC
You okay?

She nods, handing the joint over.

MARC (CONT’D)
So what’d you think of our show? 
The one you saw?

STEFANI
It was great!

(she sings a few lines 
from their song)

You were amazing.

MARC
You’re not bad yourself.
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Frankie offers Stefani the joint, which has made its way 
around the circle. She hesitates. He grins knowingly and 
hands it to Marc instead.

STEFANI
I want to be where you guys are in 
a couple years. Playing gigs, 
hanging out with my fans... I 
thought I’d get that experience 
here, but things haven’t panned out 
the way I hoped they would.

THAD
Dude, one of those Christian people 
on campus told me the other day God 
has a plan for all of us. I don’t 
believe in that God stuff, but it’s 
like, you know, fate. If it’s gonna 
happen it’ll happen.

FRANKIE
Shut up, Thad.

(to Stefani)
We worked our asses off to get each 
of our gigs. It’s tough, but if 
you’re talented and have the right 
image, people will notice.

Marc takes a long drag and blows the smoke in Stefani’s face.

MARC
Listen, sweetheart, here’s my 
advice. Forget school -- you need 
to give everything to your music. 
And drop that theater shit. I’ve 
seen your name in the school paper -
- that’s not what you want to be 
known for.

FRANKIE
Marc, she’s only a freshman --

STEFANI
You’re right. 

She takes the joint when Thad offers it to her this time and 
imitates Marc, inhaling deeply and watching the smoke 
dissipate as she blows it out.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
I need to get out.
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INT. SCHOOL OF THEATRE OFFICE - DAY

Stefani, looking exhausted and rumpled, sits across from the 
musical director.

STEFANI
I think you need to find a new 
lead.

DIRECTOR
Stef, opening night is less than 
two weeks away --

Stefani is already halfway out the office.

STEFANI
Sorry!

EXT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

As Stefani hurries down the hallway, she nearly runs into 
Darren, who grabs her as she passes.

DARREN
Stef, hey, I was just coming to 
find you. Did you get my text?

STEFANI
I’ve been busy. Haven’t had time to 
respond.

DARREN
Where were you last night?

She tenses up, ready for this argument.

STEFANI
I went out with friends. I saw a 
show. Is there something wrong with 
that?

He purses his lips, but doesn’t pursue the argument, knowing 
it’s not worth it.

DARREN
I’m sorry.

Stefani keeps walking, ignoring him. He forces her to slow 
down.

DARREN (CONT’D)
Hey, come on, Stef. 

He touches her chin, tilts her face up.
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DARREN (CONT’D)
I promise not to nose around in 
your life anymore.

She smiles reluctantly.

STEFANI
You’re such a control freak.

DARREN
Hey! I can be impulsive sometimes. 
Remember that time in the law 
library?

He pulls her close to him and squeezes her tight, but as she 
buries her face in his shoulder, the smile slips off her 
face.

INT. MARC’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Music pumping, people drinking in the cramped space. The 
crowd is slightly older, more eccentric than the one at the 
party where Stefani met Darren.

Stefani is leaning over the kitchen counter, two shots in 
hand. She’s wasted. Marc is leaning in close.

STEFANI
This is awesome! How do you know 
all these people?

MARC
Just asked a couple of my mates. 
They’re all musicians.

STEFANI
I was thinking of joining a band...

MARC
Were you?

They’re practically brushing noses now, and Stefani is 
definitely aware of what she’s doing, in that purposeful 
drunk way.

STEFANI
You’ve inspired me.

MARC
I get that a lot.
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Move to the front door as it opens. Darren steps inside, 
brushing snow off his coat. He looks around, uncomfortable, 
and spots Stefani. Scowls.

No one acknowledges him as he pushes through the crowd toward 
her. She spots him.

STEFANI
Hey, thanks for showing up, babe. 
Drinks are over there.

She gestures in the general direction of the living room and 
turns back to Marc.

STEFANI (CONT’D)
I was saying, you’ve really made me 
want to pursue my music.

HOURS LATER

The party is in full swing. Stefani is dancing nose-to-nose 
with Marc, a hot, drunk mess. Suddenly Darren appears, 
forcing his way between them.

DARREN
(to Marc)

Do you mind?

Marc holds his palms up, defensive, and disappears.

DARREN (CONT’D)
We need to talk.

He pulls her after him out into --

EXT. MARC’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

The hallway is claustrophobic and dimly lit. Darren slams the 
door shut. The music fades to a dull thump.

DARREN (CONT’D)
I’m right here, Stef.

STEFANI
I can see that, Darren. What’s your 
problem?

DARREN
You! You’ve changed. When was the 
last time you came to class?

She says nothing.
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DARREN (CONT’D)
Exactly. You have so much 
potential, and you’re throwing it 
away for these idiots. 

STEFANI
Potential... what the hell is 
potential, anyway? Some bullshit 
word parents made up to keep their 
kids in school? You’re not my 
father, Darren. Get your head out 
of your elitist ass -- this is 
about you. You’re jealous that Marc 
is more fun than you!

Beat.

DARREN
I think we need to break up.

STEFANI
Good. I agree.

DARREN
You’re going to regret this, Stef. 
You’re never going to grow up if 
you keep running from one thing to 
another.

STEFANI
Fuck you, Darren.

They glare at each other, but Darren’s anger crumbles into 
something more sad than anything else.

DARREN
Just don’t do something stupid. Oh, 
and happy birthday.

He hands her a jewelry box tied with a bow, before buttoning 
up his coat and walking away. Stefani watches him go, her 
eyes welling up with tears.

INT. HOME - DAY

CLOSE ON Stefani’s parents’ stunned faces.

PULL BACK to reveal Stefani standing in front of them, arms 
crossed protectively.

CYNTHIA
You’re what?
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STEFANI
I’m dropping out of school.

EXT. CAMPUS - DAY

CLOSE ON a jumbled box of books. We see the corner of 
Darren’s birthday present, still closed, poking out from 
between two dusty paperbacks.

SMACK. “Hamlet” lands on top of the pile.

PULL OUT to find Stefani dusting her hands off. She peers 
into the trunk of her car.

STEFANI
I think that’s the last of it.

She turns to face her family. Cynthia’s clutches Natali, 
while Joseph is struggling to stay stoic-faced.

CYNTHIA
Honey, if you ever need anything --

STEFANI
Mom.

CYNTHIA
-- and don’t forget to pay your gas 
bill --

STEFANI
Seriously, Mother.

CYNTHIA
You don’t have to do this!

STEFANI
Tell that to my landlord. He’s not 
giving me that deposit back.

Joseph suddenly caves and reaches out to pull Stefani in for 
a tight hug.

JOSEPH
(gruffly)

Just remember what we agreed on.

STEFANI
I have one year to land a recording 
contract.
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JOSEPH
Exactly. If you don’t, I’m dragging 
you back to college.

STEFANI
Don’t worry. You won’t have to. 
Have faith, Daddy.

She squeezes her eyes shut, stealing one last moment of 
security in her dad’s embrace, before gently prying herself 
away.

JOSEPH
Are you sure you don’t need our 
help moving in?

STEFANI
If I’m going to do this I’m going 
to do it on my own.

She kisses her mom on the cheek and hugs Natali.

NATALI
Don’t forget to call, or they might 
worry themselves to death.

STEFANI
I won’t.

NATALI
I’d better see you at the Grammys 
next year.

STEFANI
Of course. I’ll be paying you to 
design my dress

They share watery smiles.

Stefani waves good-bye to her family before sliding into the 
driver’s seat and slamming the door shut. She glances into 
the rearview window one last time, then takes off.

END ACT 1.
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